Robert Jrost’s Pencil Pints 

Jure in the quiet ml solitude 
forost me embraced by every mood -, 
As inspirationfilled hie mind 
And soul to snare with all mankind. 


kit j>enned his poems in slow longhand. 
They folowedJor all to understand; 
Jn world of words, frost loved so much. 
Me never lost the cowmen tench. 


frost voice echoed through Pencil fines 
whett in his mind he birthed his lines-. 
Me penned them onplainfools cap, 
Then he would take his mid noon nap. 


Two cottages enhance rural scene 
Were painted white, aquamarine-, 
The poets spirit resides here, 

Jt permeates the atmosphere. 
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